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think that every hill and stream is the abode of a spirit.
Even on the Great Trunk Road that runs through the Ganges Plain you may see many different kinds of things and people. As the road stretches, shimmering in the heat, away into the distance, there passes along it much that we think about when India comes into our minds.
Here is the Kabuli trader, hook-nosed, beady-eyed, tall and gaunt with Ms high turban, long robes and shoes with turned up points, on the look-out to lend money to the needy or to recover it from those who are already in his debt. There is a wild-looking, long-haired Akali with blue-checked clothes and blue turban. That almost naked, clay-smeared person with his hair coiled on his head, and bearing a trident in his hand is a fakir; that one, saffron-robed and spotlessly clean is a Hindu priest. Those flat-footed, strong-limbed women in the blue petticoats are changars who help to build embankments. Numerous women, dressed in a strip of common cloth draped gracefully about them and carrying earthenware pitchers on their heads or supported on their hips, move by with queenly step.
